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$ routed ſquadrons guit the beflile field, 
Oer peer d by numbers, yet too brave to yield, 
Their trops they rally, and their loſs ſupply, 
Once move reſo V d the fute of wor totry; * 
So from ſuccefuleſs toi s our beads we raiſe, 
S-vdiour to pleaſe, and proud to aim at praiſe : 
Tour ſmiles lone can animate the flage, 
Inſpire witb ic wyrth or * rage. [ flauſe, 
0 Life u breatbe, when" creton d with your ap- 
And glory to purſue ſo juſſ a cauſe; | 
Honaur commands, — we obey the call ; 
And if ue fall, "tis no diſgrace to fall. 
In great attempts alore tr ue merit lies ; 
He well deſerves in f gbt who bravely dies. 
No envinusmetives ſpall our labuurs Hain; 
= no mean ar(s we won'd our glory gain; 
nenvy d t hold ach rival fo ge, 
And with them bappy ina gratejul age : 
Wher''tr the muſe and ber aten lantt dwell, 
Still may t wriſh as they mer it wvell. 
F. ran 2 fir fab fr ewe draw, 
Ad make with joy your ta e alone our law; 
We dire neee the comich ſoene e, 
Till to the eech feng for did . y;; 5 
Hencefetb wwe may, if thus we (ain your praiſe, 
Improve your pleaſurci, and dur Mevin raiſe.” 
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Dramatis | Perſons. 
M E N. 


HEARTEREZ, Father to Charlotte, and Uncle ta 
Louiſa. © * ; 

RovrweELL, in love with Bellamira, 

TxutmMan, in love with Charlotte. 

MuLlrtiGcrus, a Vintner. 

Ba usn, Rovewell's Mag, of 

$1M0N,"a Barber's Boy! © — 

BA AIN won M, a Cheat. 

SHAMELESS, a Felon, 

Second Felon, 

Third Felon. 

A Fiddler, a Drawer, Conſtable, Watchmen, &. 
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BTIIANMIN A, a Courtezan. 

CHARLOTTE, in love with Trueman. 

Lovisa, in love with Rute 


MoTyrg Prarce, a Baw), 
| Moti inn us, tbe Vintafr's; WISE 
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SET IL SaCETRE LL 
Rovewell and Brush. f 


Bruſh. AY, good Sir, conſider what you are 
doing; can a man of Tenſe find any 
excuſe For falling downright in love with a com- 
mon woman? Alas! he regards me not—pray, 
Sir, hear me 
SONG I. Peggy grieve: me. 
Rove, Give me, Heaven, the power to range, 
And rifle every flower, 
Through all the ſweet aelights of change, 
And loſe no joyful hour. 
The nymph who, laviſh of her charms, 
To more than one gives fire, 
Hs raptures left to bleſs theſe arms, 
And gratify deſire, © 
Why are proſtitutes ſuch odious things ? Bellamira's 
beautiFul as the moſt chaſte, Can cuſtom ſpoil what 
nature made To good ? If ſo, the birds and beaſts 
are happier far than man, in whom an inborn heat 
is held no fin, 

Bruſh. Good lack! good lack! what a ſtrange 
thing it is to ſee a man in @ dream with his eyes 
wide open! I beg, Sir, you will hear me a little, 
and not let your paſſion run away with your reaſon: 
"cis want of philoſophy, makes men fall in love at 
all; but nothing leſs than want df common ſenſe 
could ſuffer a man to grow paſſionately fond of a 
whore, as you, Sir, know Bellamira is; you know 
ſhe has been kept by your intimate friend Trueman, 
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love them to-day, and reaſon to hate them to- 
morrow ; they pleaſe you this minute, and torment 
you the next; and in ſhort, Sir, if you'll excuſe a 
proverb, brought out of the kitghen, They'lt-give 
you roalf meat, and beat yu the ſpit. 
: —4 I koow,! not rer fate I am 

urri but y her, be the conſe- 
quence wht Wit, 2 N 


Sl Young Fefton's Minuer,; 
i WEST — = | 
ler Charms like magick run, 

I glory in my pain, | 
And yield to be undone, 

A thouſand glowing loves 

Lie wanton in her eyes, 

While from each part, 

With thrilling ſmart, _. "BIA 
A pointed arrow flies. | f. 
Bruſh. Undone indeed, poor gentlemen! good 

counſel is but thrown away upon him, O Cupid! 

Cupid! how unſearchable are thy myſterie !!!: 


| * 
Trueman and Mulli A A 
True, How now, Mulligrub, thou ſeem'ft in 
great diſorder. SIRI 
Mull. And have reaſon to be ſo, Sir. 
True, Why, what's the matter? 
Mull. I have been in queſt of that rogue of all * 
rogues, Brainwarm, bat to no purpoſe; Sir! 
he has play d me ſuch a prank lately: 
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and now left and deſpiſed by him. 

Rqve. Impudent raſcal ! ceaſe your impertinence. 

Bruſh. You may call my love what you pleaſe, 
Sir, but I muſt, and will be your friend; I cannot 
be dumb, and ſee you run headlong into your ruin, 
as moſt certainly you do, while you indulge this 
dangerous paſſion for ſuch a vile woman. 

Rove, Very good ! have you done, I pray? 

Bruſh. Read your hiftories, Sir z Rudy your phi- 
loſophers ; examine your poets; and you'll ſee how 
full their writings are, of the wicked examples of 
lewd women: Oh, Sir, they are the moſt giddy, 
uncertain motions under the heavens, and he is 
happieſt who has leaſt to do with them, 

" SONG I. Trumper Minuet. 

Would you paſs all your moments ia health and in 


075 
Let : friend and a bottle thoſe moments employ ; 
The nights which you give to your friend and the 
laſs, 
Are — from the ſtings that attend the falſe laſs. 
Rove. 1 would fain know, How thou cam'ſt by 
all this wiſdom and experience. 
Bruſh. | have juſt enough to make me beware 
of that ſubtle ſex. Women, Sir, do things beyond 
any man's underſtanding; they give you cauſe to 


True. Pr'ythee, what WAS it? een een 
Mull. Why, Sir, he brings a fine lady with him 
to my houſe, one night, whom he told me he had 
juſt married, and that ſhe was a great fortune ; 
upon Which, you may think, I grew extremely 
civil; a ſupper was beſpoke, which was ſerved up 
in a trice; then he draws out a bill of twenty 
pounds, and defired me to let him have the money 
for it, the goldſmith living too far to ſend to at 
that time of night; I very readily, like an aſs as . 
[ was, complied. with bin requeſt, teak the bh, 
and withdrew. | 

True. Very good; pray go on. h 

Mull. Then comes up a blind harper, and cries, 
Do you lack any muſic? he cries, Play; the drawer 
is nodded out, who obeys to be ſure, believing be 
would be private with the gentlewoman; and tis 
for Flaſh's intereſt, you know, Sir, to wink at ſuch 
things. | 
SONG IV. Young Damon once the bappy Sonia. 

The god of weaith is painted blind, 
| A ſatire on the human mind, 

None from the cenſure's free : 
When he commands, we all obey, 
And to the night convert the'day, 
* And neither ** ſee. 


+ em, boob D n 2 : 
of 3 Wen, Mis. was bat fight add civil 5 bit 
£ ed afterwards? | 
a. Ayring 43} hjs ſupper, add perteiving no 
ne in the x . the 2488 harper, whoſe ey4h 
Heaven had For ram beholding iniquity, Me packs 
up my plate, and with that and his whore, de- 
cent ere Himſelf put of the window : the 
poor 2 plays on, wiſhes the 22 alſhes good 
Nom Ad. plays on fill ; the drawer returns, 
cries, Do you call, Sir? but out, and alas! the birds 
were flown, Sir, flown; laments were raiſed 

True, Which did not pierce the heavens. 

Mull. Flaſh bawls, my wife ſcreams, I heard the 
noiſe and thunder'd, the boys flew like lightning, 
and all was in an uproar; my plate being gone, 
and the thief after it, I bethought myſelf of my 
bill, and ran with all ſpeed to the goldſmirh's, to 
receive the money: but now comes the worſt part 
of the ftory ; the bill prov'd forg'd, I was ſeized, 
Brain vorm ran away ; my word would not be taken, 
J was found guilty of forgery, loſt my reputation, 
and was put in the pillory for being cheated; which 
you'll own was hard, Sir. 

True. And is it impoſſible to find this rogue 
Brainworm again. 

Mull, He walks inviſible, Sir:-you may as ſoon 
find truth in a gameſter; ſincerity in a lawyer; or 
humility in a prieſt. He changes His dreſs and his 
Jodgings, az often as a whore does her name and 
Her lovers. But 1 hope | ſhall one day have the 

ſure of ſeeing the rogue hang'd in hemp of 
is own beating. And ſo, maſter, your humble 
ſervant. Exit. 

"Trac. This is a moſt agreeable piece of juſtice. 
Tits vintner is a knave, who has cunning enough 
to cheat all who put faith in him, and wit enough 

To avoid the puniſhment of his own crimes, but, 
by the malignity of his fate, is ever ſuffering for 
her men's roguery, and nobody pities him. 
SONG V. Say: Reger to Nell. 
When ſharpers are bit, 
We're pleas'd with the wit 
Of thoſe who the plunder ſhare; 
The law we paſs by, 
Bid the judge ſhut the eye, 
Reprizals for Juſtice declare; 
To cheat the deceiver is fair. 
Ha ! here comes the ambo-dextrous knzve,. 

Enter Brainworm. 

So, Mr. Brainworm, you are in great haſte, upon a 
Hot ſcent, I ſuppoſe ; what Carling of fortuue are 
you going to run down ? 

Brain. Fye, Mr. Trueman, you ſhould not judge 
ſo hürd. 5 

True, The accuſation of Robin Mulligrub, the 
vintner, concerning the forg'd bill, will give your 
acquzinrance juſt cauſe to ſuſpe& you. 

Brain. Sir, there is not a greater rogue in the 
whole company of viatners, and they are a nume- 
rous body. | 

"True. His being 1 knave is no proof of your in- 
nocence; you ſhou'd have appear'd in court and 
diſprov'd his Teandalous accuſation. | 

Brain. The rogue knew 1 could not confront him 
in the court, having a ſwingir g action out againſt | 
me, ſo tock the advantage of my misfortunes, and 
thought ro vindicate his own reputation by aſperfing 

mine, The viflain keeps an eſtäte of 0 paunds 
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hardly eſcape It's punlhment. 
Brain. As you ſay, Sir, being „1 hall have 
but little hopes. Few men indeed Tuffer for diſ- 
honey, but for poverty many: the greateſt part 
of mankind being rogues within or without the 
law, the little thieves are hang'd for the fecurity 
of the great. f 
SONG VI. Have ye ſeen Battledore Play? 
Have ye ſeen Weſtminſter-hall, 
Where the lawyers ſhould meet to do right, Sir? 
Or have you noted the ſtock-jobbers bawl, 
Where in — 
They cheat the world daily, 
As knavery were all their delight, Sir ? 
The firſt 'mong themſelves your chattles divide, 
And ſteal whole eſtates with the law on their fide 
And as to the others, 
They'll trick their own brothers, 
Their fathers or mothers, 
But who does attempt, Sir, 
Their crimes do admonith ? 
While poor rogues you puniſh 
| For trifles, and tuck up in hemp, Sir, 
Take my word, Sir, there are greater rogues ride 
in their own coaches, than any that walk on foot. 
True, 1 wonder a man of your upderſtatidiog and 
education can deſcend to ſuch an infamous way of 
living. Have you nb friend that 
Brain. When 1 had money, Sir, I had many 
profeſſors ; but neceflity is the touth-ftone of 
friendſhip, which is but a ſhadow. that attends the 
ſunſhine of our proſperity ; that once over-clouded 
with adverſe fortune, the other ftraight becomes 
inviſible. 4 4 "wa * a . 
8 O I = emmy. 
When in my chariot W | 
I flutter'd in the ring, 
What flower was half ſo ſweet or fair, 
Or who like me cou'd fing. 70 
But lo! the ſudden turn of fate ! 
I Autter now no more, 
The love of all is tura'd to hate, 
None ever prais'd the poor. 
True. I am well aſſur'd of your misfortunes, but 
if you endeavour to maintain a good reputation, 
you ſtand fair for preferment; you are well qua- 


lify'd for a place, and have merit enough to cbuh- 


tenance your pretentions, 

Brain. With ſubmiſſion, Sir, I find you have 
ſtudied books more than men; you know what 
ſhould give a man pretenſions to preferment, but 
are ignorant of what does. Alas, Sir! virtue is 
of little uſe, for he who has the moſt mbney is 
now the worthieſt man; no matter by what means 
he obtains it. way e | 

True, You are very ſatirical, but I have al- 
ways made one obſervation, that the greateſt 
knaves are the moſt ſevere judges; they view all 
mankind in the falſe micror of their own actions, 
and when they can't defend their yillanies, think 
to extenuate them by pleading the example of their 
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if, examagle cohld juſtify aQions, 
Ne 19g xarld,, ann 
only xaght.3 children ought turn 
antes ff of doorg, lervants their meſters; 
perjury, rebellion, and U phemy,,- would all be- 
come lasſul z 1 could fay more, Sir, but great 
men's vice muſt. be ſacted where ſcandalum 
magnatum is punich d with ſuch ſeverity, and 
money an argument to prove black white, poor 
men dare not ſpeak. the truth of their betters. 
True. I own few men have the ſenſe to bear 
hone ſatire as they ought. | 
Brain. Sir, give me leave to recommend this 
ſmall treatiſe to your peruſal; 'tis call'a, Beware 
of a Knave ; tis a deſcription of mankind, written 
originally in Spaniſh, by an excellent maſter in 
the thriving art of chicane. 
True. What ſhould I do with it? think'f thou 
1 am ſo baſe to ſtudy ſuch vile arts, or ſo indigent 
to practiſe them? 
rain. I mean no reflection, Sir, on your honour 
or fortune z but in theſe cozening times, it is more 
neceſſary to ſtudy other men than ourſelves! 'tis 
proper to know falſe dice, tho' a man ſcorns to 
make uſe of them. Ah! Sir, there's many a man, 
that you may think honeſter than myſelf, would, 
if opportunity ſerved, look in your face and pick 
your pocket. 
SONG IX. In the Fields in Froft and Snow. 
Lend the knave a watchful eye, 
Who to att his part, Sir, 
Talks of nought but honeſty, 
To diſguiſe his heart, Sir. 
Full of flams, 
Lies and ſhams, 
All be meets 
Tricks and cheats, | 
Your care defeats ; 5 
Looks vpon you with a (mile, 3 
And your pocket picks the while. 
[ Picks bis pocket. 
The times, Sir, are alter'd ; intereſt is now the 
ſpring of all actions, and for a man to ſeek pre- 
ferment with nothing but a good reputation, would 
be as fruitleſs, as to ſue for an eſtate in forma 
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let him know How ſmall my weht, d how 
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he beſt might conquer; and he; 

found it true, and never ceaſed tilt He Had van- 

quiſh'd all. Leave me, thou th t haſt bios gt my 
2 th 19561 : 


ſoul and body to nothing. © rok or 

H. Pearce. To nothing? I'll be Wort 1 have 
brought you to all the things I could; how can 
you belye my induſtry thus? 1 have mage äs much 
of you as a woman of any conſcience, could; I 
help'd you to no ill chapman, miſtreſsz none of 
your ſwaggering blades, that fin gratis, and bully 
a woman into compliance; none of your lawyers 
clerks, your pitiful half-crown ſinners ; but wealthy 
citizens, that cou'd pay for their paſtime. _. 
Bell. I'll be revenged; nothing but dire revenge 
ſhall appeaſe my rage. Nor fear, nor ſhame, ſhall 
check my daring ſpirit. 

SONG X. 
What pow'r can woman's heart reſtrain, 
When love has got poſſeſſion there ? 
Virtue and reaſon plead in vain, 
To keep us from the tempting ſnare 3 . 

All laws both human and divine | 

We ſacrifice at Cupid's ſhrine. 
Oh! how can 1 bear the thoughts of his paying 


{thoſe vows to another miſtreſs, which are due to 


me alone ? and which he has breath'd ſo oft in 
kiſſes on my boſom? Falſe traitor! tell me why 
didft thou praiſe this monſter to me ? 

M. Pearce, I did praiſe him, I confeſs I. did 
praiſe him: I ſaid he was a fool, an unthrift.; a 
true whore-malter, a conſtant drab-keeper, I did 
praiſe him; but what, the wind is turn'd, the 
puppy's grown wiſe on a ſudden; but will nat bis 
friend Rovewell go down with you ? he ig weal Ys 
and almoſt out of his wits fur love of thee. Then 
he is a fine gentleman, and a ſtrong one too, or L 
have no {kill ; he has a leg like a poſt, a brow like 
a bull, and a noſe of goodly expectatiop. 

Bell. I hate Rovewell for bis friend's ſake, and 
could murder all who know him; Lcannot live 


pauperis. 


without the perjur'd Trueman, nor ſhall he live to 


True. I with it were otherwiſe—however, the | boaſt his infidelity. O! I could curſe the bappy 


work of times can't make an impreſſion on true 
virtue, for that's.a rock which ſtands immoveable 
in the moſt violent ſtorms of fortune; there is 
ſame what for you, and all I have about me, faith, 


at preſent; be honeſt, and I ſhall be proud to ſerve 


you. | [Exir. 

Brain. A good civilfellow ! pick'd his pocket, and 
he, generaully rewards my ingenuity. Be honeſt; 
Da, ha, ha!-1 thank you, Sir; no, I love no ſuch 
ſtarving virtue, I ſhquld be proud to ſerve you! | 


8 thy beauties in a dew ? 


ton others courteſy. There eaſe my tortur'd heart j talk not of love, 
are fools enough in the world for witty men to ſtrike ing of my ruin. 


Charloite, whoſe charms have robb'd_me of his 
heart. s 
Enter Rove well. 1 4 

Rove, What clouded in grief, fair Bellamirs ? - 
in ſuch a ſorrow fat the queen of Love, when in the 
woods ſhe moura'd ber young Adonis dead, "hight 
of my ſoul! my heart's ſublimeſt joy! why doſt t hau 
weep? why like diftiiling roles waſte, diflptving 


Bell. Oh! tis not in the power of eloquence, | 
„ "Lis Ak- 
I can no more gise credit to qt 


their fortunes out of, and he only deſerves to live, deludiag ſex, whote pride is to deceive. 


who has the art to extract gold out of lead. 
Mother, Pearce ond, Bellamira. 


M. Pearce. Cod honey daughter, do not in- 
gdulge. thy paſnog thus s. Tou hear Itueman is to 


be martied, true; he has abus'd you, right; be 
has caſt eu off, aye ; , F will leave, you to the 
wide word, whatthea ft. 77. white, black 
and green, forſake 9955 as Hof red and yellow 
FF 


[Exit.\ 


Reve. Condemn not all our ſex, fog the, ine n 
Rancy of one; indeed I cannot, play the hypo- 
crite, and court thy beauties like one, whoſe love 
hangs. only on his looſe tongue. ; 4 


! * . 

Bell. Juſt ſo he talk'd, and I, fond top), believ? 
and tired bim ou t with loye a but you Me . 
[ipganBang, faithlels tyrangs, aod hetrayers ge, 


re, was form's f | 
gre, was for . 


res my ; N 


— 5 r ls, 5 „N, c gur 4a the 
Fain * 0 Won * | 
Bull. Ceaſe your. ang "popfeaſe, let m 

te lovle aa hs, 0 mad when. sie | 
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her out of my own body, the could not have been 


mote like me See, ſee; how. prettily ſhe mana- 
g=mbiang bet cyes bid him come on, and her hands 
keep bim off: the beſt way in the world to hot 


. 
M. Pearce. An excellent doctor of forritatidhg 
I vow, and argues learned)y for it's practice; 

Bell. Well, 1 will eenſent— dall 17 


up his uaderfianding and open his purſe, 
: * ‚ο n Xt,  Abboe of Canterbury. 
The dam ſel Who denls in the buſineſs of love, 
To it's pleaſures ſhould only by intereſt move; 


Should check her ſtrung pailions, her wiſhes oiſguile, 


And what her heart longs for deny with her eyes. 
Bell. This man, whom 1 abbor, through all my 
rage I ſee has paſſion for me; raiſe it, ye powers, 
till it becomes fo high, to be employ'd a fatal 
inſtrument in my revenge! [ Afide.] Nay, pray, Sir, 
leave the neglected 
Rove. Can ſuch beauty be neglected? Oh! hap- 
ÞY, happy Trueman, who uncontroul'd may range 
o'er ſuch a field of love 
M. Pearce. Aye, there was a rapture for you! 
that's ten pieces more in our way, if the is the toric 
, and don't conſent too ſoon, 

Bell. Oh, my poor forſaken heart 

M. Pearce. Aye, marry, that figh was artfully 
Aung in. 

Rove. Alas! Bellamira, why doſt thou "waſte 
thoſe precious drops in memory of a falſe ungrate- 
ful man Sorrow will fade the roſy tincture of 
thy cheeks, and blait thy ſpringing beauties; he 
ſaw the not who left thee, tuch charms could not 
be ſeen and flighted ; upiift thy eyes, and ſee in me 
= man, who doats upon thee. Oh, 1 am all faith 
and conſtancy. 

M. Pearce. So, now ſhe ſhould begin to diſſolve 
a little, there's an arc in all trades; in ours the 
difficulty is to know when to come on, and when 
to ſtand off : the man's paſſion is now at the top; 
and things cannot long ſtand at the top. It is an 
old obſervation 1 have made, that when the pot 
boils over, it cools itſelf ; bot then all the fat's in| 
the fire. Aye, that is not «as it ſhould be ſhe 
ſhould encourage him a little, or the hot fit will be 
over, and he'll degenerate into cool reaſon again. 

Rove. My love grows high, and rages in me like 
a ftorm ; believe my vows; but you have been de- 
ceiy'd that way already ; therefore, thou dear, thou 
lovely; injar'd fair-one, credit my plain ſincerity. I 
will-be grateful in what way you pleaſe, Take me 
to your embraces. 

Bell. Do you then believe me ſuch a creature, 
that have no ſenſe but appetite, the brutal part of 
love? 1 am not yet abandon'd to ſuch wretched- 
neſs. ' 

Rove. Forgive me, who too haſtily run o'er what 
"ought to have been laid of my vaſt paſſion, 

Bell. Think on the fin. 

Rove. Tie none, but a vile impoſition on the 
Jaw of nature, contriv'd by cunning avaricious 
fothers, to ſtop the rapid tide of generous Jove, and 
tie it down to ſordid intereſt: deſire is a law, ſet 
down by nature's counſel, and not to be diſputed. 

M. Pearce. Ah, marry, there's logick ! there's 
an argument to encourage trading in our way, If } 
had not left my pocket- book and pencil at church 
laſt ſabbath-day, I would have taken it down in 
thor ber 2 ' 

22 ek how you'll ſuffer In your reputation: 

Rove. No matter what the fools of form ſhall 
ſay ; Ileve to pleaſe myſelf and not the world; J 
chuſe not with others reaſon bot my own, which 

ints out you a my Tupremeſt good. Dull Cuſtoms 
= at," AN. follow: nature's laws; beavty was 


M. Pearce. Aye, that's prettily ated to the life ; 
the girl bas nick'd her cue. . 

Bell. Shall I; or can I, truſt again? oh fool ! 
how natural 'tis for women to believe! Will you 
not forſake me then ? 

Rove. Oh, nv, my love ſhall ſtill incttaſe, Rill 
grow upon enjoyment z upon thy lips I ſwear, by 
this, and this, and all the thrilling joys 'to come, 
nor time itſelf ſha'l leſſen my affection. 

M. Pearce. So, fo, the articles are fign'd, I'it 
leave chem to exchange preliminaries by them- 
elves, Exit. 

Bell. Can you believe this heart, that has been 
uſed ſo ill already, can truſt to feeble vows ? Will 
you be bravely kind? and as a proof of your avow'd 
affeQtion reſolve upon a deed, would ſhake a' foul 
that is not fix'd in love. 

Rove. If within my power, ſuppoſe it done. 
SONG XII. Love leads to Battle. 

Thro' ſcenes of battle love may command me, 

I to his ſervice devote my days; 

Nor fire; nor ſword, nor ſeas ſhail withſtand me, 

What love commands my fond heart obeys. 

Bell. Oh! Rovewell! - 

Rove. My life | my love! 

Bell. Thou haſt ſtolen into my heart—indeed 

[ do not love Trueman. 

Rove. Then I am happy. 

Bell. Nay, I hate him, 

Reve. You make me bleſt. | 

Bell. I wiſh he were not your friend, for I hate 

him, by this kiſs I do. 

Rove. | love to feel ſuch oathsz ſwear again, 

Bell. Oh, Rovewell! I have made a vow. 

Rove. What vow, my charmer ? 

Bell. I dare not tell--—endeavour to forget 

me, as I muſt all mankind. [ Going. 

Rewe. Stay——rack me not thus with thy un- 
kind delay. wn 
Bell. As long as Trueman lives, I muſt not, 
cannot, dare not love. 

Rewe. Then he muſt die 

Bell. Would I was any thing, ſo he was dead. 
Rove. Will you be mine when he is dead ? 

Bell. Will 1! yes, by my hopes of Year revenge 
[ will, and only yours, inviolably yours. 

Rove. Why then he dies, his doom is fix d as fate, 
Bell. Now I am ſure you love me. 

Rove. Beyond expreſſion; no words can tell the 
tranſport of my heart, Oh, let me claſp thee in 
my defiring arms. 1 ng 

Bell. Rovewell, forbear; while Trueman lives 
you cannot take poſſeſſion of my love; and of bie 
death this token | require : he has a ring; dear to 
him as his breath, a pledge of love from his fair 
Charlotte. I have often try'd, with cunning art; to 
get it from him, but even in the ſofteſt hours of 
love, when I thought his heart was mine by his 
proteſting tongue, be ill refus'd me, ſwearing his 
life and that muſt part together no bring bht 
this ring, and you ſhall aſk nothing I'll deny. 
Rove. What killa man! my friend too?” let me 
not think of it—-teafon avaunt—love'now com- 
mands my heart. Madam farewel; Flt give n fa 
tal proof how well 1 love. " vic Bate 
Bell. Miſchief ſueceed, my heart ſwells \'bigh 
with 'vengearte ; che frieng will kin his friend, 
him” that ſorvives I'll hang then the ringe tha+ 
gives malice! larger” fcops=a0 


L 


made for uſe, it gives defire, 'defire is natural, and 
what is natural cannot be a fin. 


h'Þ theggoy Hwiltobe 
to torture Charlotte's heart; the haued which pro- 
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med from love negleRed;- out-does the moſt inve- if you can give him your heart, I'll give him my 


terate malice 3 and chu, N 
The baſe, the perjur d. rgee of men — 
n h women can rome ia me. Ty 

Heartfree and Trueman. | 

Heart. Sir, I am very well ſatisfy'd; you nad 
not make any, apology; af my daughter likes you as 
a huſband, as 1 do for a ſon-in-law, you ſhall be 
happy as you pleaſe to think yourſelf. 

True. 1 am only ſorry for Charlotte's ſake, that 

my, furcune is not equal to my love- 

Heart. Look you, Sir, if my daughter likes your 
perſon, the ſmallneſs of your fortune ſhall not be 
a bar to your pretenſions. Underſtanding is. better 
than tand, 1 ſay; and I had much rather marry my 
daughter toa man that wants money, than to mo- 
ney that wants a man. 

„True. Sit, this is a bleſſing 

Heart. That's as it proves. Look ye, young fel - 
low, no ſet ſpeeches ; the girl has an inclination 
for you, I believe, by what I have heard and ſeen, 
and if you.can have love enough to make one an- 
other happy, 1'll endeavour to preſerve it by a good 
fqartune. 

True. If I can make my way to Charlotte's heart, 
I ſhall he the happieſt of mankind, 


conſent, and ea corab for your! fant troy. 10 Up to 
het, young fellow, and cut a per tntd her- 
heart, Be but 3 egoughs ane UU . 
ſucee -- w 746 v9 1 mid 
SONG xiul. Three, 3 
If of a, woman's heart you would tecdte you, 
Be briſkly bold, and Storm r | 
Ze not tm. 
Nor think of ſhame, :' 
For then ſhe can't endute 9. ba 
Oda, methinks I long to ſee them bed together 2 
well, III leave open ibe dor of W and 
Cup'd ſpeed ye. [Ei. 
True, This, Chailotte, is 0 happineſs Kt 
| expeCtation, 
Char. Now am I ſorry my. father has given kis 
conſent. . 
True. How, Madam, are you ſorvy Gb 11 
Char. Yes, for methinks 1 don't like you half 
ſo well; there's a pleaſure in overcoming: diffi- 
culties, and 1 ſhould ſlrangely like to de tun . 
with. 
True. This is all romance; when ell be he 
happy day, my charmer ? 
Char. Aye, now it is my — 1d twiduntee 
riage don't make me your tormentor.. I haye-ob- 


29 U 


Heart. If a good word of mine will do thee any 
ſervice, thou ſhalt not want it, for | like thee, and 
think thee a proper match for my daughter. I am 
for an agreement of years and hearts in marriage ; 
I am not fo old to fergei I was once young. I would 
not have her hand given in one place, When her 
heart is in anotner. Bur, young man, here have 
been tears ſhed upon your account, but that's nee 
neut; here was a naughty woman of your acquaint- 
ance yeſterday with my daughter, 1 wiſh you have 
done honaura bly with that creature, 

True. Sir, ſhe is the vileſt of her ſex; I con- 
ſeis have þad an affair with her, and now I have 


broke it offs ſhe purſues me with implacable| ' 


hatred, + A 

Heart. Well, well, we have all had our follies; 
e tery one muſt have his time of probation; you'l) 
know the value of a virtuous woman the better: 
but I'm inform'd your. friend Rovewell is grown 


lern d among ſeveral of my acquaintance; that 2 
very few months have chang'd the anne 


raptures into a cold indifferen ce. * 
SONG XIV. Princefs 15.1 

J. 202 dd as; 

| When to the ded nsNnes b 


Of love we're led, NT. 
To yield our virgin pride, 
What oaths are ſwore, 


They' I love us more 16 dus 7 
Thau ail the world n | 8 
11. 5 1 1 110 9 
But when away, | 11940 2hic 


Not longer, they R At 256 
The marriage promiſe kee, 
But love each fair, „tada bas 12 
Too much to beat! N 
And leave their wives to weep. 4 
* Enter Servant. iy b 


110 


paſñiogately food of ber. 
True ven to e; 1 never knew a man of | 


ſcale fo be ſotte d. 
Heart. Rovewell — not acted like a man of 
honoyr d my: niece Z,oniſa ; his love to that crea- 


ture has robb'd him af his good manners as well 


a5 his ede, or he might have made ſome tolerable | 


excuſe for his neglect of the girl. 

True. Tho' Rovewell is, at preſent, bewiteh'd 
by this pernicious woman, yet | date lay he is a man 
of, ſo much. honour, that he will acquit bimſelf to 
your ſoetsis factian. 

Heart. Vour pardon Sies do not think ſo; 1 
know. how. to relent an jojugy—but here comes my 


ae 
110 | Enter Charlotte. 

Good .. emen child, here is an acquaintance.of 
yours has been aſking me to accept of him for a ſon- 
in-law: I won't put von to the bluſh by aſking 
if you like hias tho'- that's à kind!of tell- tale looks, 
my dear; and if I have not forgot the language o 
the eyes, I can teil bow;yqur heert beats. 

Cher, Lord, Sir, this is ſo ſurpriaiag- 

Heart. Pha !: plba 2 have not drew 
of a huſband to night, 1, warrant z well, Hell, 
Cbarlattey without, more don childs if yous have}. 
con love. ** 2 Kren af, here's. $015 Antenna, and 
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Ser. Sir, Mr. Rovewell is below, — deſires co 
| ſpeak with you immediately avout Iporignsabie- 
; ſineſs. 
| True, I'll wait upon him; you 1 — \me, 
| Madam ; but in the mean time contdersy now 
we have (ecur'd your father.s content, } ſbell chin 
every hour an age tiil the happy moment is fix d. 
| SONG XV. No moe invade me. 1} Part. 
| No more, my treaſures ; --+/ 

Delay our pleaſure, 41+ 54 4n; a 

Oh, give me puſſeſſion of thy charms. = 
Cbar. Then all is o, 10 1 
| The kneeling lover o (T1244 
Turns to a tyrant, whilſt. 8 
Fair one helieve. n. 5 ont sn 
You will deceive me, 4 8 
And, when. pyſſele d. aß, wiil biet thoſe 
| „ barre: [oe 13 {2gg go ok zen 
Temes Ng one cn — ſuch IG charms, 
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Tree, Which way does the wind ſet pow ? 

Rove, I have elcap'd falfing into the wort of: 
miſchiefs"; I hays been fempted to thy dearh, and 
ja my he: of paſſion, inflam'd with wild defire, 
and robb' of resten, by her bewitching charms, 
have vow d go kill thee, ; 

True, What has the rampant ſtrumpet grown mad 
for the | loſs of ber man? Now do you conſider, 
Rovewell, what you might have done, urg'd by 
your love, and her inveterate malice? Then think 
betimes, end let this drive her from your heart. 
How can't thou neglect the profer'd love of fair 
Louiſa, and coprt the lewd embraces of ſo vile a 
creature ?_ 

Rove. I muſt pity poor Louiſa ; but, oh, my 
friend, that creature, vile as the is, has got into 
my heart, and reaſon cannot drive her thence z you 
have a ring. 

True. Which ſhe would have. 

Reus. Aye, and thy beart too; and as a proof that 
J have kill d you, the commanded me to bring that 
ring, which the was well aflurd you would not 
part from but with life; for which deed, and only 
which, I may poſſeſs her love. 

Trug. And then you vow's to kill your friend? 

Rove, My paſſion, not I; for when my reaſon 
interpos d, I could not bear to look upon myſe if. 
1 am almoſt mad to think 1 doat upon a body, whoſe 
ſoul hkapw to be fo foul. Oa ! that I could ma- 
er my impatient appetite ! 

True. You may, you can; call reaſon to your aid, 
and life this low and ſenſual fire, 

Rove, Oh | no, my friend, there is no reafon in 
deſire ; I fear, 1 ſhall be urg'd to act fume deed, 
vhoſe name is bideous ; I dare not truſt my ſelf. 

True. No. 

Rove. It is my fate, I muſt enjoy her. 

True. You ſhallz here take this ring, ſhew it 
that fair devil, jt will confirm her in the belief that 
I am kill'ss and my abſence at the ſame time will 
put it out of diſpute. 

Rowe. But if it be given out that you are lain, 
and that by me, I hall be ſeiz a; where ſhall 1 find 

out? 4 1 
g Trae, At Burniſh's, the goldſmith ; I dare truſt 
him with the dehigo. 

Rove: Pardon me, my friend, every man has 
his follies, eſpecially the lover. 

SONG XVI. The Play of Love. 
Oh, God of Love, what human art 
Can ward againſt thy fatal dart? 
To what hard fate are lovers bound ! 
Since nought can cure 
What we endure, 
But the fair pow's that gave the wound. [ Exit. 

True. Now repentance, the fool's whip, o'ertake 
thee ; Il be a+ friend. to-thee, but not to thy 
vice; no goldſmith ſhall) ſee me, II make thee 
know and feel thy errors in the ſevereſt ſenſe. [ Exir. 

SCENE II. | Enter Brainworn. 

Brain, The devil take all dice; I wiſh I could 
forbear touching a box while I live ; for what I get 
dy the follies of other men, I loſe by my own, 
The ſilver tankard which I fiole from Mulligrub 
(eat 4 rogue as myſelt) | ſold for five and 
twenty pounds, and loitit in two hours at hazard. 
1 hare now but one ſolitary Ghilling: left, - Heigh. 
ho let's ſee, ſomething may be made of this 
bather's boyy perks „ 2177 ena 4: 18% 7 ' ” 
FO 140 51 ure imens 5 5b 4 
wie; my ld, 'whire egy u g ng K 144 
Sim, We Melted groin iy] 1 
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REVENGE; 

Brain. Oh ! that's well, I was juſt going to youp 
maſter's, ; 

Sim. To my father's, you mean, Sir. 

Brain. Aye, right, thy father's ; thou art a pretty 
boy; I have heard my friend Mulligrub commend 
thee much, 

Sim. He is my godfather, Sir. f 

Brain. Yes, he told me ſo, and your name 

Sim. Simon Smack, Sir. | 

Brain. A wiſe boy; well, Simon, I was juſt 
going to thy father's to borrow an apron, a baſon, 
and razors, to ſhave Mr. Molligrub in a frolick; 
but now I've met thee, II take thine, 

Sim, O dear! Sir, what do you mean? 

Brain. No harm, my lad, only a frolick. Here's 
fixpence for thee; thou ſhalt find thy things at thy 
godfather's, if you come back in half an hovr. 

Sim. Lis very well, Sir, I thank you. [ Exit, 

Brain. This is lucky enough; Mulligrub is ſo 
near ſighted that he can't diſcover me thro' my 
diſguiſe, and if I can fix my birdlime fingers on 
any thing that's moveable, I'm ſure my conſcience 
will not fly in my face, I take more pleaſure in 
cheating that rogue than any body I know; and if 
I don't ſhave him now, I ſhall ſay my wit and my 
razors are both very blunt. 

Thus his foes in 2 ö 
Old Proteus defy'd ; 
Now a bull, now an a 
His Godſhip bely d. 
Thus I cheat foe or friend, 
Before their own eyes; 
Firſt I anſwer my end, 
Then ſhift my diſguiſe. [ 
SCENE III. Mulligrub and bis Wife. 

Wife. 'Tis right, I aſſore you, juſt two and for- 
ty pounds, { She lays a bag on the table. 

Mull. Well, I'll ſend home the punch-bowl ; 
then I muſt go and taſte ſome wines, which are juſt 
landed; but I ſhall come home to ſupper. 

Wife. Truly, huſband, I begin to diſlike this 
vocation of ours; what ſignifies mincing the mat- 
terz you know we do cheat moſt abominably, and 
truly it goes againſt my conſcience. 

Mull. Hold your peace, woman; what have we 
to do with conſcience ? Don't we keep a tavern ? 
"Tis time enough to talk of that when we have 
got an eſtate. Go, go, mind your buſineſs ; ſcore 
falſe, with a vengeance, | 

SONG XVII. 04 i tickled, Ge, 

Oh never let conſcience interfere, ; 
While we are getting money, my dear 7 
Be all your care to cheat and to pleaſe 3 
When we are rich, we'll repent at caſe, _ 
With a twinkum, twankum, twang» 
Go, go, I ſay, and take my advice with 126 
Wife fings.] SONG XIX. Some Tunes 

I'll warrant you, ſpouſe, I'll play my part, 

Since cheating, you ſay,, muſt be my art:; 

My conſcience I'll quiet, never fear, 

And when we're rich, we'll repent, my dear: 

With a twinkum, twaskum, tec. ” [Zxit. 

Enter Brainworm like a Barber, © 
| Mull. How now, who are % 12 
Frais. Your barber, Me. [AHA Journeyman, 


at your ſervice. 
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Mull. Pr, what's, your name? 

Broin. Tidy e 

(Mull. A very 28mg bot obi wy gods 

on + bu, me. i wv | ; 1 4 
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r, it 


F uy tuck, , 
Mill. What was it ? 
2145 if 15 * forſakes me ws; I'm un- 


done, firſt * Sir, we met | 
we 


with'three e rates, w made all the 
ſait from we yy but being deep laden, we 
found it Imp6fible to eſcape them, and having 
hear 'fo much of the barbarity of thoſe people, ] 
chaſe rather td truſt to the merey of the waves, 
than become their priſoner ; I therefore prevailed 
with bit cooper to put me in a barrel, with fix 
* hag. web 92 1 and throw me overdoard. 
44 Aou eſcape at laſt ? 

— — . by Providence, Sir. I fail'd about 
upon the ſes twelve days, and had nothing to live 
on but the biſkets—Hold up your head, Sir. 

Mull. Twelve days! O pox! that could not be, 


m. 

Brain, "Tis true as I'm an honeſt man — At laſt 
I was caft on ſhore, and thinking any fate better 
than ſtarv j why I druck out the bung, and putting 
my head ou 0 for a little freſh air, ound I was on 
Greenland. 

Bull, On Greenland, Tim ? How did you know 
ud was on. Greenland ? Was you ever there be- 

_ 


Brain. The evil confound that queſtion— 
LA.. J o, Sir, by a white fox, a creature that 
was never geen in, any other country ; it came 
galloping down to the ſea-fide, and I, at his ap- 
"Hi poll 31585 head into the barrel again. 
white fox! how big was this white 


5. 


by IO chat bigger than a large Flanders 
. was ſaying, he came to the barrel, 


and \ hereabou 1 was, toared like a lion; 
but ing ah 2205 have ity in that very mo- 


ment a fly ata his buttocks, Be turned” round to 


rub himfe A the birrel ; his tail lying over 
the bang hal "Tclafp'd hold of it with both hands; 
the — fag ane ia 1 mopped us if the devil was at 


his ta 1 gs Vee barrel, with me in it, 
—_—_— A* 7 and twenty miles 
togeth 17 ft + Jim Into a weed, and 
running fu Hye 22 . trees, whith ſtood 
cloſe togtthe Rd the Punk to pieces mtg 


ran the fox, und out chtne 
Of Tit, "tuff be 4 gun, Tim. . 
* true, dr Ii m —— 

ſhave pn Ve. 2 — t, 

w mer 

CO drape 


n * 


will make — 


Mull. 1 find i 1 4 2 
W . e 


e e he morAiſtet 4 


— I hare been la F » rely ane 


OVE au REVENGE. 


2 7 8 2 / 
Nur Fa 15 Fr 24 1 


[# , he bf wtf 1584 Wi at 

Mall. of = eh . 
— come, Le: * e, 505 ve 

Ha, he, by! when I think" WARE ao 197 if Na 


thou haſt told off hand, With thy ba MY white 
fox, thy horſeſhoe; and Nee Gi No ſt 
nor rfot take me for ſuch zn #3, tö Behete M1 this, 
ture? Why don't vod Mave the ? * — 3 
pf Ho be blind with winking * 
2 a Tim -I Spitting, | OL N wel mind 
aer me. Ieh es the tabs.) Why vife, 
pts the devil my money l hy 
wife; wife! 2 das 4 * 


Her Wire. 
Wife. What's the ** . ur, Mulii- 
grub, that you makt ſuth #'nbife ? 
Mut. Where's the birbet? 0 Oe i 
Wife. He's gone, ate'ybu hot mm“ r 
Mull. Trimm'd ! yet, Tath tr with A * 
geance ! Did you take the'money dr we tabſe ? 
Wife. Not I, 2s m an threff wont ii 
211. O Lord I have „kA te 
now. Why the evi eduld you” get (hay iu the 
room, while I Was Having vou are nevör d the 
way, when you may do 4 man goddp nor 
SONG XX. Nan e 
When women are waited, they 'n near un 
And when we're moſt Favs te feaſt they ran 
cheat ut; . een. 
How much ve miſtake in purfait of or fore [- 
We uu at our torment, * think w] WI wen» 


* —_— ook 


Wife. Unhappy is the enge vo H 
A race of forrows is her fie, 
Whoſe ſpouſe; in each herd turm of un. 
Lays all the blame wt wiſe; 
oo —— 
Wife. Go thy ways for u erst, be, 
cuckold. This fellow's humours gtow intolerible 
to me. When we were firſt matriedy 'ht\thoughe 
nothing too good for tne, and now he ever nn 
ing fault; he pretends to be festen dA take 
care it ſhan't be witheut cauſet Tul de but 
juſtice ; for I know he Hoe been * te mei with 
my own maid too. 44 uw 1 — neu my 


SONG XXI, Terry hires 
The youthful par 0 
Their pleaſures ſhare, " nie 
Nor think they'll der de fates j/ 
But'when were . tar 2.44 0 
All joys arefledg 1000 nn 4p 
if ſpouſe grows baue, yawn Wi 3 was 
I once to herr e 
He does prefer” ' mn # wo 
Sdme trulf for nymph diviady 2) 
[ | — No wife's to lam wa, 
Wi ous that ſameys © 6 ann! 5c 
ae ani his cn rr. 
nnd And' « Hitt, an, 406! 444 } 
ne Petvce, Bailaming; aig Budlhwotth. 
B Ol!" Timputetion.! ! 4 reduresd fa.low, to 
wel tes the@&hill + 164118] ane tit: r 
Nen i 3 
ere's that, which es me cquaiagith abs beſts 
ves oa 
«dips 
with 


onour — love — 


10 
$ONG XXII. n Bocchus when merry, Cc. 
8.2 haſten tasethet, ; 
Bright. men of the feather, 1 i 
Of the ſword, the toupee, or the pen: 
In your-ſetirah pagts,.. , 
Diſplay all your arts, 
Which e'er made women gaptives to men. 
Behold bere s hribg, | 


 Outdoes gli tribe, 
Sball e fex ot their coyneſs defeat ; 
This glittering ſnare - n 
Shall. lead all che fair ; 
From St. .James's, to-bleſs'd Lombard-ſtreet. 
M. Pearce. By my conſcience, what he ſays is 
t; and the wiſer we for knowing whot to prize. 
at Ggnies a title? 'Tis but an empty ſound, 
and ſound is but air; and a woman can't live upon 
air. And what is bonour, but the workmanſhip 
of opinian? Marry, there is no thriving in this 
world, if yon prefer any thing to money. 

Brain. Right, Mather Pearce, you ſpeak like an 
oracle l tis the-grand mover of all thipgs. 

. Pearce. Aye, by my troth is it, and the quint- 
effence of virtue too. No diſgrace is like poverty; 
for if you obſerve, none but poor barjots are call'd 
whores ; get hut money, and you are above ſcandal; 
you may go to church without bluſhing ; nay, * 
my h » you-arc company for the parſon of the 
pariſh, I remembers pretty couplet, written by an 
old bard, to this purpoſe: 

O Londen, fay-what ame thy town reproaches, 
Poor whores are whipt, pod rich ones ride in coaches. 

Brain. Right, the firſt beat hemp in Bridewel!, 
and the latter driak tea with the juſtices, | 

- Bell. Ceaſe, your belliſh dectrine. 

Brain. 
think of me, I was ce 4 gentleman; though 
poor, depriv'd. of ell, I have a heart that pants to 
ventere on when beanty calls; and this ſmal} ſtock, 
which my own induſtry bas got, I muſt employ in 
AX. Bearce, Take it, Bell, I have an apotbecary's 

to — 

Bell. Hell take you, and-that together. 

$S ON G-KXI1I. -HWhes bright Aurelia. 
All dignitjes in church and ſtate, , 
May. yield ta pow'rful golo; 
But (ych the wiſe detrets of fate, 
The love of ſexes, and the hate, 
.. Are neltber bought or ſold. 
Ceaſe your importunities, you witch, you deſtroyer 
of my peice, | a 

M. Pearce © | bleſs me, was ever ſuch an un- 
charitable creature? Co, you would be aſham'd to 
uſe a woman of my years thus, if you had any 
grace. Hare you forgot how kind I have been to 
you, huſſy ? Did 1 not take you from the waggon, 
a poor, ignorant, auk ward, country gicl, with no- 
thing but a, 
Read of making thee « ſervant, did I not put thee 
into a goodly condition, give thee fine closthe, and 
bring thee ing d- compapy? Well, -well, the 
fin of — — e.is Nr 2 of witch- 
craft. Where de you think of going when you die; 
for uñ og ine u this race ? kahn. Haye I not 
help'd you to culls of all nations, -ana& um A thus 


armed Botry „Gehe, thy þ own 
kind h 1K dripg ve to 4h ©@hotpie af 
Brain, Fake this ſnfdllathberenfomyadaquer'd| | 


heart, + may in time jucreaſÞPIe; G % 1591 24 
Bell. B 


and not; can ſt 
love, I will receive a villa to my arms? 


alf gon to thy back ? And in- this 


eee by noiſp] T 
thou VeMeve, that after Trueman 


LOVE any REVENGE 
Brain. Theſe yo 12 - xk er an I 


- 


All that I have, 

the firſt's defpit'd, the laſt may plead, _ 
Bell. Take no 27 e e 

for though that perjur'd Man, falſe Trueman's gone 

I 10 Ne den 5 tht may awe the f whoſe 

looks would ma 


my power ? 


[Exie 
Brain. 1 will not leave you fo, 
hen love commands, we muſt purſue the 8 
one but the reſolute obtain the race. [Extr. 
M. Pearce. Go thy ways for a cunning knave, 1 
am no judge of a man, if he ſucceeds not be has 
you! will debauch half our ſex, money and impu- 
ences ; 
Enter Trueman diſguiſed. | 
What would you have, Sir? would you have * 
with me ?—— A proper handſome fellow bot 
ill 9reſs'd. 13 
True. Madam, I am a decayed gentlemag. 
M. Pearce. Alas! you can be nothing worſe, 
True. This is a recommendation of me to 
whom I would gladly ſerye.-[Gipe: ber 4 letter.] 
How one bawd will impoſe upon another ! They are 
like lawyers in the way of bufinefs, give them but 
2 fee, and they'll go through thick and thin. Mother 
Frowzey has here recommended me for u ſtallion, 
in order to anſwer my deſign on Rovewell, [ AFfige. 


character; you are obliged to her and fo am 


Iz this fellow will pleaſe the Counteſs of Skim- 
Come, Bellamira, whatever you may mington admirably, and my Lady Night-and-Day, 
and the Alderman's wife out of the City, and, by 


my troth, he'll ſerve my own turn.-] like his 
ſymmetry; he is well built z my blood is not fo 
1 27207 * paſt pleaſure, Well, I row he 
1 1 . 
Bell. [Within.] Help! Help! undone! © help! 
True, Ah! Is my ſervice ſo ſoon demanded ? 


Draws hi. — and in 
M. Pearce. Surely the = ing her ; 
{Troe, drogs is Brain, Bell. folks, 


True. Dog! | 

Bell. Hold! do not kill the villain g tis enough 
that you have ſaved me from his miſchief, . 

True. Tho' he deſerve a ſeverer fate, 1 will obey 
you. Begone l baſe ſcoundrel. [Rietz Prainworm 
bat.] What a wretched thing's a whore, that eyery 
raſcal dares gpproach with love! J 


much obliged A obs 
Trae. One that would gladly ſery "24M 
Bell, Thou haſt 4 wag. La fore... 1 wil 

| endeavour to prefer you z in the mean time, make 


4 
Fo 


your ans. eon 
M. Pearce. Shall any baye admittance ? 7M 
Bell. Only the.peijur'd Tjueman's frond... 
OE. Pearce, 
ou may retire, and wait my farther pleaſure, : 
Trug. I will, Now, B — dhaul-g yutneſs 
eakabſs. 94 96 < VIEWS T . 


to:thy'w 


thee tremble i and dgre you fand 

Frais. 1 dare, and am reſoly'd upon a N 

' | | ze! Per. 
- Bell. Sirrah, defiſt, nor tempt my rage tos fer. 


M. Pearce. Well, üſter Frowzey gives you x goodly. 


Bell. Pray, Sir, who are you, to whom Fam fo 


error, 


* 


9 — 


＋ 


AGO VSC ODE TS $00 ws 


* 


On. Jute, can you let this traitor live, 


And that thou haſt denied me. From my fight, 


EO . A 
e H 


of rhe fald e uk — 1 
me at thy feet e 
To bach eth A 
Dtlee ine to the bafdeft trial, 
To the fartheſt India ſend 1 
_ Commund, be ſure of no _— 

Though it is to fliy my friend. 

Whit! not 4 ſmile, when Trueman is no more ? 


NI dead? O! thou inhuman friends 
the ſpecious title to betray ! 


That has ſo baſely uſed the name of friend? 

1 * 5 gone, life has no charms to me. 
＋ 7 Shall I ſay he is not dead ? 

Bt. No ee 4ad haſt thou, wretch, deceiv'd 
m 

And is not Trueman dead ? Oh, what is man! 

Did'ſt thou not. ſwear, and beg to give me proof 

Of thy falſe ! And Id but one, 


Or thou ſhalt feel what my revenge can act. 
Nove. Calm that dear angry brow, and tell me, 

What anſwer beſt can pleaſe ? [love, 
Bell. Preſumptuous man! 


5 * - e x mile, 


Gut - Mali count the fon Lang | 
From thee « fa6 aden — 
y my hopes, my ae hopes kept alive 
Whilecwhſertt my ſorrows fall flow, + ; 
When we meets all thy: plexfuces revive, 


| Bel, Thou ereduloury vainy- e ſoch, 
Arewel. 
Now ſhall my ſoul lndalge ber — ; 
This ring inftruts me bow to aQt 5 I'll go, 
And frame to Charlotte ſuch s dreadful tale, 
As through ber ear hall Aab her to the betrt. 
And when this faithiefs Rovewell hall teturn; 
I'll be prepar'd for hm. Who waits without : 
Enter ' T ruerttan, + 

True, What a devil this woman bs t+ 

Bell. Call a coach this minute; — me. 

True. Where vet you command. How love- and 


how revenge poſſeſs her ſoul ? Aſide. 
T be Streets 1 | 


SCENE IV. 
Brainworth alone. 
| I think it is the fate of men of my vocation to 
apply what we extract from "fools, to th uſe of 
ſome inſolent whorez who maintains her paramour 
at our expence, I; who am fo excellent a maſter 
in all the ſubtile arts of circumvention, am not 


How dar'ſt thou trifle thus with my commands ? 
Rowe. Since I am fated to offend, my love, 

I will not ſtain my paſſion with a lye. 

I have, my fair, obey'd thy ſtrict commands, 

And Trueman now is number'd with the dead. 

Bell. And may' thou ſoon be number'd with 

the damn d; 
For thou haft kill'd all that my foul could love. 


SONG XXV. On Evening a: IT lay, 
17 my belov'd is dead, 2 
All joy on earth —＋ 
Henceforth I'll lay m + \r "oy 
In ſome far lonely 


Welcome the mournful ſhade, 
And deſarts, where I'll ftray 3 
u — the — — 
1 my life away. 
Rove. This is 40 100 — for all my love; | 


2 „ like this ſhall cure my heart. [ Going. 
ell. I muſt not let him till Pm reveng'd. 


O Trueman, I ne'er knew how much I lov'd, 


r gence of a moment's grief, 
of Kim I once. _ 
He c won 4 — hs aa 


Qughe — be erde. with no leſe than, death + 
I mage your | my own, and ftabb'd my friend, 
And K my Mice wait the dear reward. 
. Bell,” Ons hour I aſk to moderate my woes, 
= him who lately was ſo dear to me. 
P- + $till an chat ſabjeR ?- 
Thou urt ſtain d with blood, 
2 ene 4 
hour 1 aſk, and I'm your own. 
nor ye me, fair-ene. 


1 will reward ue thy raiſe doibes 1 
Rove. int! b this — "and ever [== 
de, 8 2 ern“ 


ow much I priz's thee, till this fatal hour. [ Afide. 
. I relent ; O ll and give my heart * 


5 


thou ſha'n't guaw the eets far want of 172 155 
ſployment. take care that, you hall 
pes in hell. 


proof againſt the infinuation of beauty.” & kind 
witchcraft is in Bellamira's face, that makes me 
her bubble whether I will or a0. 
Enter Mulligrub, and the Golifmith' 
with a Silver Punch» Bowl. 
Mull. Be (ure you take particular care of it; de- 
liver it to my wife's own hadds. My bead runs 
eren who it able to 
heat the devil F citet him, IU play the 


— 


devil 11 —— ; 8 
ulligrub and Apprentice go | 
Brain, The fox grows fat when CL: via 1 


have you cloſer yet, friend Mulligrud; my mouth 
waters after your punch-bowl. If I was to bite mY 
it 


poor poet, a penurious parſ6n, who, for want 

learning, as but one good meal in 4 deck, 

would be a fin; but to wring the withers of 55 
1 


| Heartfree, Charlotte and . 

Heart. 1 know you love kim, Charlotte; dim - 
mulation therefore is needleſs. I give you wy. con- 
22 and once more tell you, I ca never approve 


any man for your huſband whom ven nike 


| yourſelf. 


Char, Sir, I know: not to requite your 
goodneſs but by an 8 to your 
will. 


Heart, What ſays m my little 7 ba Well 


e 144 l, Sir vide me a 
huſband as ſoon 2s IN. A 
diſpos'd of, I ſhan't care to lie alone. 


S - 


| sonde AAV. The Jeni, 


When maids alone 
2 r ö 
5 e 


wu ſpend abs | £45 52 e ». 


1 A 


Dee J 
Here 1 


wat e en * 


N boy * oy yo o Nad da 1 


100 net abs eee 41 42 
nemo i watt 1819 SS 4 Kues , 101 5* 
„emu 05 1x 8 30.2001 Piw | 


I In fear of ſpritegc +1211 „ it gen! 


4 Servant. 
Serw. Sir, here ere's. a 7 buy defires to. ſpeak with 
0e Wits opos herin. N. well y age 
"vary * — power beauty: 


I once could not hear of the approach of a lady with - 
out ſonsing mg Nerrt half. way to meet her. 
Tate Bells ira and Trueman e. 

-I, your dine wich me, fair lady? 

Bel. I cannot tell, Sir, till l know your name. 
Are vod Father to the fat Charlotte Heartfree ? 

Heart. amy fair witneſs ; and this is the maid 
you name. 


Bel My time's but ſhort, and what I have to 


ſay muſt be with ſpeed. Macam, you had a lo- 
ver —— 0 young Troeman. 
good Heaven, I hope, and have. 

Bat. No, Rovewell has baſely kill'd him. 

bn © '\ miſerable Charlotte! { She faint. 

Heart. Look to my daughter. 

Ba. Madam, look up, this concern he merits 
not j pity brought me here to undeceive you. His 
vows afid ſoul were mine, entirely mine. 

Len. This muſt be malice, ture. 

- Bel. Madam, do you know this ring ? he gave 
it mz in triumph o'er your love. 
» Cher. Sure all mankind is falſe. 
$O0NG XXVIIL Send back my long Sray'd Eyes. 
- How bud thy fate, unbappy maid ! 

+» By vows of {ove too ſaon betray'd. 

Nen court our charms and then they fly: 
They leave diſpis'd 
What once they priz'd, 
And view unmov'd th' enchanting eye. 
J-cannot blame his paſſion for ſo much beauty as 
appears in you z but he ſhould not have ſported 
with my misfortunes ; at leaſt I deſerv'd his pity. 
Help me, for I grow int. 

Heart. Lead her in, and be careful of her. 

[Exit Charlotte and Louiſa, 

True. Come, patience, to my aid ; till 1 have 
ſeen how farthis woman will extend her fury. 

[ Aide. 

Heart. Ooofeſ d. madam, and to you ? on what 
acquaintance, cray ? 

/ He lgy'd me, and, ſecing no poſſibility of 
gaining me while Trueman liv'd, murder'd bis 
rivai, and vaunted of his villainy to me. If you 
will go where I'll conduct you, you ſh ll bear 
him confeſs it again to me. 

Heart, Madam, I'll loſe-no time, but follow 

q wel take ſome officers with us; and if 
Lovewelbis ſuch a villain, he ſhall feel the utmoſt 


bes SCENE VI. * 
Ente Mrs. Mulligrud, and the App entice 'with the! 
£4. 2 1+ Bowl: Sbe ſpeaks as the Bey goes out, 

W, fe. Well, Jarvis, remember me to your maſter 
and miftrefs, and tell. them | acknowledge the 
receipt of the bowl. - 
rn B ainworm, dreſi d like a CodſiiAppren: 

tie, with a Fowl! of Salmon in a Dis. 
— A fair hour to your miſtreſs, 

ie. A handfome compliment, I'll write it 
down. Am ture it deſerves a good return. . & be au- 
tiful thought t- you, Sir! ' 

Brain.- Your buſh ind, and my mation; Mr. Bur- 
nich, haye ſent yen a jovHof ſalmon, and they in- 
tend to be with, you oon, with my miſtreſs and 
ma#:5:Bijls,g to ſeaſon. the bowl: which your hu 
lend gJefirea you 0 ſend ane b, he haverthe wo fi 
V6. pf2y0ur: two nage ss grad on its which 


1 
1 


: vp ' LovE aixyv REVENGE, 


' Wife. Has he ſent no token? 
. Brain. That he was in the ſuds this berniag? 

Wife. That's a ſad, but a true token. Here take 
1 and tell them, 1 ſhall expect their company im. 
patiently. [ Brainworm goes with the bete] Flaſh! 
why Flaſh! 

Flap. Coming, Madam, coming, 

Wife. Come quickly, ſpread the table, lay nap. 
kins, and perfume the room a little; for this 
fane tobacco is very offenfive, Well, this Mr, 
Burniſh is one of the beſt gallants I ever had, for he 
is always ſending me a nice bit, apd is very te- 
ſpectful o my huſband, 


SONG XXIX. Health to Betty, 
If you would gain the wife, Sir, 
Whom you love as your life, Sir; 
Do all you can 
To pleaſe the man, 
"Tis one way to the wife, Sir. 
Emer Mulligrub. 
Mul. Well, Robin Mulligrub, be not diſcourag'd; 
things will go well at aft. 

Wife. I'm glad you're come, huſband. Where 
are they ? 

Mal. How now! how now ! a treat going for- 
ward ! Who treats Peg, who treats ? | 

Wife. Pr'ythee, leave fouling, Are they come? 

Mul. Come] Who come ? 

Wife. Lord, how ftrange you ſeem! 

Mul. Strange]! how firange ? is the woman 
mad ? ' 

Wife. I fay, ſtrange! you don't know who ſent 
me a jowl of Salmon, and ſay'd they'd comg to 
ſupper z do you? 

Mul. Ha! ſalmon! peace, not I; the meſſen- 
ger has miſtook the houſe. Let us eat it before it 
E enquir'd for. Come, come, vinegar, quickly, 

Flaſh.—I ſhall have good luck.-1 never taſted 
! ſalmon that reliſh'd better. Well, it is delights» 
ful to eat at another man's coſt. 

Wife. Aye, Mr. Buruiſh is a civil mans 

Mul. Mr. Burniſh! 

Wife. Ves; did not he, or you, or both, ſend 
the ſalmon ? 

Mul. No, I ſay, no, * *'Y [Ears fal. 
Wife. By Mr. Burniſh's man? 

ul. I ſay, no. 


Wife. Did nobody fend word, that he and hjs 
wife, aud their ſon Billy, would come to ſup h 

Mal. No, no, no. [Eats 

17 1 And - my 8 * 

J. Ha! bowl N bis knifea 

Wife. And did not 1 fe the how! back 22 
ine to yodrorder ? 

Mul. Ha! back! 1 [Srarty up, 


Wife. Was not the token you \ feat, that you were 
in the ſuds in the morning ? 

Mul. And is the bowl gone 11 6 delivered ? de · 
parted? defunct 7 ha! _... 

Wife. Deliver'd| yes, le, ie ts Wliver's f se 
who can blame me? 


Mul. Iwill never Prayers ain 
is the beet; gone ? * 81 5 ; * 


s ONE" xxx. Jes n Soog'd —. 
Mul. Thou plagus of my nne 
Wife. Thou buHead 'F NEW 7% 
Mil. Thou wife! x 4 
1.05 Was er mar, 1 2 
a I en Mic A 54d 
Wife The name. of. g bs A 


r forgot before, and they'll ring it with them. 


I'd ſhun; fince thus be mitearty dr d. 


|. Mul. Look to 2 whauated fury 


5 1 
71 


ke 
m 


X r A 5 


ap- 
0 
r, 
he 
te- 


— 


SCENE VII. 
Enter Brain worm. 


Drais. Sure the devil is about extraordinary bu- 
fineſs. Rovewell is committed to Newgate for the 
murder of his friend Trueman; and Bellamir«, who 
becrayed him, is ſeat with good Mother Pearce, to 
keep him company: ſo if I ſhould happen to rattle 
my darbies ſoon, I ſhan't want company. Ha! 
here comes a fellow that _ to have money in 


in his pocket. ; 


Enter a Fiadler with a Chak on. {a knocks 
bin down, 


* 


Fid. O! Ol O! 


Brain, ¶ Searching bis pockets. ] The devil has ſent}. 
me a fine — * — I took him for a 
gentleman t but fince I'm diſappointed, I'll have a 
cloak for my knavery. [Takes the cloak and goes out. 

Fid. The rogue has mde a ſoft place in my 
head. Stop thief, ſtop thief ! [ Runs out. 
Enter Mulligrub,Jond mers Brainworm in the Cloak. 

Mal. That muſt be my arch-rogue Brainworm. 
{Seizes bin.] Have i caoght you at laſt ! I'll make 
en example of you, firrah. [ Braiaworm flips away, 
ond leaves the cloak with Mulligrub.] The dog has 
given me the flip; but | have a good cloak, which 


will go a little way to repair my loſſes. 
Eater Fiddler, Conſtable and Watchmen, 


Fid. Stop thief, ſtop thief | Here's the rogue, 


Mr. Conſtable, with my cloak on his back. 
Conf. Seize bim. 


Ml. What” s the matter, geatlemen ? for God's 


Confl. You may as well hold your tongue, the 
cloak on your back convicts you. y 


af: Noo, "Why, ſure the fellow's a fool. 


ſwear it, 


come, bring him along. 


225 This damn'd rogue, Brainworm, is certainly 
my evil genius; I may happen to be hang” d for his 


; and that would be hard. 


3 Comes Sir, no words 3 you dare not 


8s O xxx. March in Scipio, . 
' Mut. 1. am prepar'd, 
Kal, Fo the-roundhouſe Vii bo 
I ne'er will be dar'd + 
By any ſaucy fog- #11 
If to: Newgate I'm fene 
“ K behave like as wan: 
l To be hang'd Im 3 „ 
1 1 my rut Jequite ian. of 
ollow, follow, bot 
He thir Ses his ts 183 
Is remov'd from the iſe © 
Of a tetmagant ißt. 


TILL 

© Cn nv £'of Fiddler Watch ond Ges l. 
Follow, follow, brave boys, 2 90 

He that loſes his lifes | &. 3\7V 
- {x emos from the aviſe- < 5 K 


de e tense wifes 0: dou. AM 


No, no, he's no fool, he's a conſtable: and 
myicloak, which you ftole from me, and Il! 


4 LOVE any REVENGE. x3 
with evil ſprite, Hear me, thov plague, thou | 
woman ! thou wife! if 1 have not my-bowl again, 
I will fend thee to the devii} I'll go to the con- 
11 and he ſhall raiſe his maſter. Jang 2 
i, 

Wife, Bleſs me, what frightful words are theſe 

I hopg he is but drunk. [Exit. 


q 


I - 


|. 


- | patfion, which I can conceal no longer 


| | whom o ſav, ſeduced my growing get : bye 


4 . m. 
Diemer Charlotte and Louiſe, 


Char. \ YL, dear Louiſ dit 8 
to ane e N, 
to us? N 

Lou. Priyihee leave theſe;melanchaly thoughtsz 
'Slife, pine for one man! why, Bin, , confider 
thou art young, and hat beauty TIO co ateract 
half the fops in toẽw u. 

Char. Oh, thou art happy! wouli I-cquid be i 
unconcern'd; or had even a brutal temper that 
could reſiſt theſe violent emotions of grief and joy. 
Lou. Call you that brutal? Now-metjtioks it is 
great, to have a ſoul that can withſtand the hocks 
of fortune, and is not liable to be made ridiculous 
by mirth or ſorrow : but I muſt confeſs Pm rie“ 
for Rovewel ; for you know Ilove Hm yet not 
ſo much as to whine and dis fon him I ſeol his mit- 
fortune as a friend, not as lover. 

Char. Oh, Louiſa ! thou talk'f like,one whoſe 
heart ne'er felt the ſymptoms of a gen*rous paſſion; 
in real love there cannot be ſo much indifference. 
Yet when 1 confider Trueman was falfe; methibks 
1 ſhould not die. . 

Lou. My dear, I do not-believe; he was Falſe, by 
what my uncle has told me; for this woman was'a 
miftreſs, whom he had long fince caſt off, and what 
has happen'd was by her contrivanes to be teveng d 
on him, or put you in deſpair, --Nay, 1 believe 
Trueman is not dead; nor can 1 think Rovewell 
could be ſo baſe upon any account to kill him, 
much leſs on this, which would be'a blet on both 
his underftanding and his honour : therefore be pa 
cify'd; you have not ſlept to- night; = on 2 
couch, and I'll fing to you. 

SONG XXXI. Pix Br | 

Sleep, ®h, Sleep ! thow kind tompoler : 

Of the lover's tortur'd breaſt, . | 
With thy gentle touch diſpoſe her 

To the ſweets of batmy reſt. - } 

Let no hideous dreams affright her, 

. Let no direful forms annoy, 

Send foft viſions co delight her, 
Give, at leaſt, ideal jo. 

Char. I cannot deep, alas Par teftelefy grown, 
there is no muſic but in fighs. -  {Faints, 

Lau. Help, help, ſhe faincs ! 159. 


Euter Trueman. 2 
True. By your leave, ſweet creatures. 
Lou. Uncivil Sir, who are you ? + +» 


| True. One that brings comfort: ha! wy love dy- 


ing! Rand by, Ihave a cordial in my voice. 
Low. Trueman alive]! What miracle is this ? 
Char. Ha! Trueman! or does my ſenſe deceive 
me ? ſure I'm in Heeven, and he an whgeſithere. 
True, I ſcarce could wiſh it yet. Nos nc have an 


{age to come in love, ere we arrive at that. + 


Char. Oh ! I ſhall die' with joy; forgive my 
tranſport, it is the effect of a fincere ane boa 

Tre. Call back thy blood into thy. pale checks, 
thou miracle of thy ſex | by all chat t good, I ne- 
ver way unjuſt ; that woman, that beauteous finner, 
bog muſt ſorgive the er:ors of my 8 

Cart Ido, and think of them no more. 
Ten 3 thy goodneſs I bereaſter I' 


W 


tell ther an my life j but no my time vis hort, 


_ muſt yet ve m an (this diſgeiſey tagtom- 

ih my wort Yet, own Rovewelig/ — 2 — 
o the lat degree ere 5 

2 n 


6 


lor abe zi aft bes 0 


- LOVE any 
Les. . lo wicked? 
Tric. Yes, but is — — 3 Ill return the 


net ta g MO 


1 vive RT's cont r and, if my 
L 4 2 "oil ron che tiking him 
for better for warſe 91 1 


v3 goo! A Saver Hearth 
i Sear ts Ob! my girls, 7 25 to be the meſ- 
Te of ſuch ill n poor Rovewell is con- 


— — — 5 ſaid he would produce True- 
mac 4t the goid{mith's.. 


Hearts I did ſoy but the goldſmith denied hie 


ring him; ſo big own former confeſſion hangs 
dim: Rovewell, Bellamita, and that mother of all 
mifehief, the. d were found guilty of the mur- 
dere However, 1'it ufe al the intereſt 1 have, to 
ect Rovewell 2 pardon. 
Lou. Then, pray, Sir, ſolicit this gentleman. 
Heart, Ha? Ttueman alive! may I believe my 
ey | 
True. You y- 
Hears. O khiſt me, kiſs me. But how, which 
way when what? where I am ſo tranſported; 
fure 1 am ia a dream all this while: well I'll ge 


' ſploy'd in prayers for our noble benefiori—Oh, 


REVENGE. 


Enter Truman, Charlotte, and Lodiſa; they p Mit 
into tht Bes, ad go ih. 


— Hal ladies aighte | . moſt bexgriful ladies, - 


Low. Why, in good faith, Falth, coun, that muſt be;jpenſe your noble charity among twenty miſer 


wretches oppreſſed with hunger and cold, merciful 
and fair, the miſeries of unfortunate yo 
men, whoſe 12 Mort hours of life mall be all em. 


remember the poor, Ha! tis gold, by this light! 
So now a ſhort life and a merry one; we'll have it 
all in drink, boys, and when the hour comes, die 
like heroes, fing the pſalm merrily, and then—be 
'hang'd till we're ſober. [Exeunt from the grata. 
SCENE II. 41 in 2 
Enter Rove well and Heartfree, 

Reve. No, Sir, 1 de not bluſh, nor are my cheeks 
grown pale, tho" I'm condemned to die this igno- 
minious death, 
| Heart, No kind of death is fo, but from the 
caufe of it. 

Rove, Which I welt know is none: but ere there 
no hopes of a reprieve ? 
| Heart. Not the leaſt. 

Rowe. Upon my, honour, Sir, Trueman is ſafe 
| have already ſatisfied you, how I came to ſay what 
1 did of his death, to that falſe fair-one. Sure 


he could not elſe be thus unkind, I'm fore twou d 


| hack, to. Newgate again and wake myſelf. ye ſome lethargy has ſeis d him, that he appeaze not; 


this ſurpfiae had like mu ve made me forget t 
tel} yen aur aeighbour Maul 
condemn d tov, for a robbery. 

True, How | Mulligrub for tobbery ? Was it 
prov'd upon him? 

Heart. By » poor dirty fellow; but he ſwore 
poiat-blank againſt him. It is certain a cloak was 
Rolen 5 -abat cloak was taken upon Mulligrub t 
back z the juſtice of peace was drunk that com- 
mitted him; the judges ſevere and in haſſe ; the 
jury unbgib'd and hungry; and ſo the knave was 
cat: but, to hear his wiſhes ! his curſes ! his 
prayers ! and his ill-tim'd zeal! by my troth, 
they would bare made a comedy, But come, let 
us all to Newgate with expedition, and releaſe the 
poor gentleman from his dreadful contemplations 
of death and the gallows. 

All. Wich all our hearts. 


* "SCENE H. The Ou of Newgate, 
— . Priſaners begging, . 
Jock. Pray remember the poor priſoners ! Cloſe, 


as double-dabber in the - condemn 'd- hold, 
ay, dy - for a tifley : pray remember the poor 


priſms, Mk 
+ ÞP—n you for a ſon of a whore, how 
85 * 4s. you beg Remember the poor, you 
| ng: bitch. 1s a voice to dive to the 
of a uſurer's pocket, and fetch, out his mo 
E in fpite of his barden'd heart? Stand by, yop 
27 and let me come to BY Þ rate. 
27 242 dear arkelefs | Methinks we 
7 Kea; to beg, who are te 
— ef w hin theſe three hours, 


Why then, you whining bop we "have 
that ay d at 

7255. 4.9, Ky OR xc ha an. 2 
Youu II hg, DN 2 


be 9 3 dungeon, an 
wy 8 ou teg-fold; drop your f 
this litt bots the only rene chene 


ligrub the vintner is) 


grieve you, Sie, to ſee me die, and after find me 


innocent. 

| Heart. By the maſs, ſo it would z but to 

put you out of all theſ®.hanging apprehbenfions, 

know Trueman is alive, end if you won't take my 

word, here he comes to tell you ſs bimſelf. 

| Emer Trueman, Charlotte, and Louiſe. ? 
Rove. Ha! my dear Trueman, have you been 

kind to me? 

True, I was reſoly'd to make you ſaffer for your 
follies, and now 1 have, I hope you will forgive 
what's paſt. 

Rove. Ha! Loviſa too ! which way muft I look ? 

Lou. Nay, do not hide your face, or turn away. 
I'm very glad to kgow where a maid may find you, 
when ſhe has need of you: and tho" you — 
theſe chains caßer than thoſe of matrümomyi yet 
like a malicious woman 1 am for propoling achaage. 
What ſay you ? Dare you venture, or had v - 
ther ſay, Drive away carman, and fing the peni - 
tential pſalm at the gallows ? 

Rove. Can you accept this criminal in chains }- 
Lex. The ſoonet for that reaſon, with my vacle's 
leave, for 1 hall, have 4 hank: v uy When 
you're inſolent, and can upbraid you with ths place 
from whence I had gu. 

True. He cannot hut tommend your — for 
him. 

Rove. I'm aſham d to be ſo much 1 

Char. Nay, leave the fame to her, firice the is 
reſoly'd to be ſo extravagant, "Twas bat yeſterday 
ſhe thought you deſerr'd" tw be hang far your infi- 
delity, and o'my confcience, to-day MF could: mar- 
ry you under the * he Frailty of the 
ſex to be ſo eaſy, and that roo fellow: think 


ſo lightly of 

Sog xxxnt. Hh | 
: Wamen is} ot woe 1 
3 Are te chene lactiat Sy,” * 


r ſorrows flow, 


1 i050 
nfort, of twenty 29 hed ſouls,:, 
 remem per © ppor pr) N 
Eater Heartfree, gives 


Eee ee . oy 


5 15 * This day our 2 
N = 1 in en . * « 


1 


98. 


In jog em rer weng teas 10 


ty ® | 
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Arbe. You're: too 1 ur own ſex, 
Madam. There Is 1. * * Pons can do but 
muſt be pleafing. 

Ten. Not even when I offer matrimony th you. 

here's my hand upon it, 
be. Thou art all beavenly, and I am thine 
for ever» Farewel all youthful follies ; I baye been 
wild and roving in my time; lon dan toft on the dau- 
gerous ocean of looſe defires, bu now reſolv d 
to reſt contented with a virtuous love. 
SONG XXXIV. ' Bartholomexo-Fajr. 
The ſailor thus, of eyery wanton wind the 5 


When billows are roaring, 
His fortu ap deploring, 
Looks out for po 
And when dis kin bind lar haye ſafely nd bim 
to the 


He then reſolves — 'troft the ſeas no more. 
Louiſa $ .] SONG XXXV. Same Tune. 
But — out of danger once, bis fears ſubfide 3 
Of land he grows weary, 
or longer will carry, 
ate er betide, 


But holfing fail, he makes away before the wind, | 


Nor ever think: on * he leaves behind. 
* Mr. A ks. ar 'twill be with you ; you 

have been ſo — 420 to _ yourſelf to 
place, that you can never confine yourſelf to one 
— however, I'm reſolyed to take 

Rong. You are ſo 
for me gyer to think of diſobliging you. And, now, 
Six, 1 Tag ſors to you for pardon. o Heartfree. 

o, Sir, I muſt have my revenge on you; 

and fince you have eſcap'd the hangman, you ſha 
bs nos d by the prieſt. 

Los, Hanging and marryings you ſee, go by 


Heart. V'll have the ſentence put in execution 

immediately; the ordinary ſhall do the buſineſs ; 
can bring a man to repentance as ſoon as any 
of bis function. Come, we'll go down, and ſee 


ſort of figure my neighbour Mulligrub makes | ney. 


hie miefortunes, and releaſe the two wicked 


women; and in the mean timg.1'll ſend to Doctors- 
Commons for a conjugal warrant, and ** you 
ceunt . 


both to the cuſtody of Hymen. 
SCENE IW. The Lodge *. 


per calls. 
Bring out the pier that are.order'd for exe- 
eution. 
Enter Bellami Mother Pearce, Shameleſs, Harry, 
= Tom, Mulligrab, and others ; Mrs. Mul- 


— 4 Friend of one of the Priſoners. 


Mother. Occupy, you are preparing 
equipp'd with a noſegay, 


for = e 

er- bobk ? at do yon weep for; the 

r youth, or the fear of a halter? Now 

2 the bounds of your own 

2 n, and adu[tery, and not proceeded 

to-my 7 zot oor bas 75 in your old 
gete to. Tyburn: 


I vt L your, om Nev ou am to be hang'd 1 


can't help-itz, by ** 
Rant, "a e 5 urch womap. 
P Moll. © e 


this 1.1 105 


N mak 


are enough t 
great — 
any. 


re, yo 


4 1 Ton K it's 


2 . 31 5 10 v0. al 


generous, "twill be impoſſible- 
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| 


my 


Jos, I Gall die 8. 


* going to leave the world? 


Mull. © dear | n 


Will no kind ehriftiew 
of 4 0 I alm h Fee 
Shame. Have hut“ etle parience, dh 


quite chozk'd. "Why, whit' Rast tho 
courage too, Tom'; what doſt cry fr? 

Tom. I don't cry o mich beauſe'T'm g6ing to 
8 dot to think 1 ene m0 dey to hex 


me” 4 coffi n 
Shame, Never trouble thyſelf hour” that 


fond, foolith father has ſent me a coffin 15 fl 
I have bit the old prig, and ſold, my 
ſurgeons ; ſo Il] equip thee with my Sr Art ay 
Tom. Thank you kindly, I Lad 1 could do * 


ſame for you. 
Enter a Boy with Driak, 
Shame. Come, come, here's fome I 
about, we haye not long to live, let 
moſt of our time. 


An empty chimerieal bubblexß/ß 
The prig who would truly be ny > ok, 
Will ſooneſt get rid of it's 1 
Then to thee, my buff, let 
Who next to the n 
At 455 5 2 him may 
nd ſhew his bare to 
Tol, lol, dee. * ee, 


Tom 
Then bid we frowned to the wit, en 
To- day puts an end to our 


What have we now longer to fear, _ 
We're got to the length of our oy f 
We'll knock off our darbies and _ 1 7 

And merrily mortis together, { 2 $63 


Tol, lol, dol, dee. 
Friend. Well, Tommy, I am forry — thy 
to ſee the laſt of you; but I with you a good Jon. 
W 
Shame. Thank you, thank you, I with 
the ſame with all my heart: — — heat — 
member my kind love to my brother Sam, and 
ſure tell him I die like a cock, damn'd 
Tol, lol, de dol, 
Enter K rar 


Keep. Here's good news for We two Vom 1 
the gentleman who was thought-to habe been 
der'd is found at laſt, and perfectly well. 


. Pearce, Ha! then I'm 2 woman 
Heaven be thanked. Bellamiri, J hope 1 5000 
en our houſe; it ſtood ratet well for bannen, 


ul, Wh h 

251 What, * ere nb hope of e 

Keep. None at all; but _ goof, 

to IGG you for Cother world, Fer an th 

Mull. A-lack-a-day ! then Tm d 4 2A Pad Tall 

indeed. 

Enter Brainworm diſguis'd _ 
Its, Heartfree, Trueman, Revew ö 


e e: en 


* 5 


— Friend, 1 dere beer de udlöted Wit 
8 pious“ EK 7 


cömiag t misfortunes, from 2 
if Tehariab 3 


Wk l pox on b. dien Roe 
9 % 


whey ety . ot 
ice; anch beg 2 — 1 * thes"? 4 
wk 


m_ le ou tl to rat e a 
& pe gt — ne wml 
2 


is Fr pains 4 boy For 2 w 
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Since life is at beſt but a cheat, r 


28. 158 . 


The cull well deſerves to be bit, 75 
Who builds his fond hopes on to- morrow. 2 


55 8. 1 


* 
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3 by 1 
3 oct 2 . Sy * 
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16 Ti | 
| 181 . pn, must. | ria, H I my writings I cow. fat 4 tacky ue 
NT 4 me ; but as 1 think thou art in I e, and I'm $434 val 
\f adiag,nebierghuttr weld of. thy profefſion, | ..- _ a. do. Aide . 
howe'eethy ores me thes in ſac - Ml. And now, my dear, take bre of thy 
wicked defigns, which Providence has prevented, honeft huſband. 
if ' courſe ff Mn. Mull. No, aul pleaſe the Lord, I'll not 
leave you now; I'll ſee you hang d firſt, -. 


* ; 
living, I will provide for you in a decent manner. 

Bell. Such generofity muſt conquer every breaſt 
that has any left in it of gratitude, or ſhame. 
I am too ſenlible of my paſt ill conduct, and the 
wickedneſs my love urg d me to but hope my fu- 
ture penitence will make, me deſerve your pardon 


ald your pity. + 
"Mrs. Mall. Indeed, my dear, this is a very com- 


fo man, 3 
. is ſo; pray, Mr. Zeal, leave my 
foul a little itſelf, and let me have ſome of your 
counſel 'conc@&ning my body; I pwe Mr, Burniſh 
the goldſinith forty pounds, Ind ſuppoſe he ſhould 
be {6 unneighbourly now to ſer a ſerjeant on my 
back, as I am going to execution. 

Brais. Ah! trouble not thyſelf with tranfitory 
things, but have ag eye to the main chance, 

. [ Picks bis pocket, 

True. Obſerve, Royewell, that rogue of a parſon 
is picking Mulligrub's pocket, , 

Rove., Hays, patience, we'll detect him preſently, 

Brach. Your ſhoulders are in no danger—but 
for your neck Plinius Secundus, or Marcus Tul- 
lius Citers, or ſomebody ſayeth, that a threefold 
cord is not eaſily broken. 

M.. A very learned man — Well, I am not 
the firſt honeſt man that has been hang d, and I 
hope in heaben I ſhall not be the laſt. ' 
rs, Mull. Ah, huſband ! I little thought to 
have ſeen this day; had you been hang's deſerved- 
ly, it wou'd never have vex'd me, for many an in- 
nocent man has been hang'd deſervedly : but to be 
caſt away for nothing ! ob, oh, oh! | 

Brain, Moderate thy grief, good woman z thou 
— ſhertly be a widow, and I will come and com- 


thee. 

Mt. Mull.” You ſhall be welcome by night or by 
day. But pray, huſband, are we to find the hal- 
cer, or they ? 2 

Mull, Thou fimple woman, how can'ſt thou aſk 
ſuch a queſtion ? they, they to be ſure. 

Mrs. Mull. I could not tell, and ſo brought one 
with me for fear of the worſt. Thou hat been 
a dear huſband to me, Robin, and I was not wil- 
ling you ſhou'd want any thing I could help you 


to. 

Mull. Thank you kindly, dear Peg. 

Ari. Mull. 1 beſpoke it of our neighbour Thong, 
the collar-maker, and gave him ſtrict charge to 
make it ſtrong enough; and he aſſured me, he 


cou'd not make a better, if it was for his own 


wife. 442 
Mull, I'm beholden to all my friends, who are 
ſo ready to ſerve me at this time · 


Mrs. Mull. Oh, my poor dear_ huſband! I can't | 


Dear the lols of you; would I was to be bang 
in your ſtead. 89 * c 

Mull. Ah, my dear, L with you was with alt r 
heart; that wou'd a mercy indeed. Well, 
here make confeſſion of all ay fins, —If 1 owe any 
man any 


. 


LOVE 'anp RE v ENG E. I 


the juice of the whore of B 


| thouſand pounds td maintain her. Ir Is 


| 
ing, | heartily forgive bim; and if any | 


0 waits for 5% . 


SONG XXXVII. Let the Soldier rejoicts 
With my love can I part? 
Oh ! *twill break my fond h 
To behold thy ſweet neck in a 
Mull, If the fates wou'd fo pleaſe, , 
- Now to give my nou eaſe, ' 
I my neck for thy neck moſt gladly wou'd alter. 
Brain. But brother, you muſt have been a broacher 
of profane veſſels, you have made us drunk with 
vlen; for whereas 
— ale, cyder, and perry, were the true ancient 
ritiſh and Trojan Jiquors, you "have brought in 
poperys French and Spaniſh wines, to the ſubvert- 
ing, ſtaggering, and'overthrowing of many a good 
proteſtant ſubject. [ Picks Mrs. Mulligrub's pocter, 
True, Ha! Mr. Hypoerite, have we caught you? 
n he has pick d thine and thy wife's 
pocket. | | . e 
Rove. By this light it is Brainwyrm ! 
Brain. Dear Sir, endeavour to fave my life, and 


I'll tell all. © 
= have been 


ter. 


Mull. Oh! rogue, rogue, wou'd 
ſo wicked to have N my life 
Brain. Why really, Sir, to tell the plain truth, I 
believe I hou'd have ſet you been hang'd before [ 
had told of myſelf: but confider, it is you who 
have brought me to the condition of hanging or 


ſtarving. 
Enter Keeper. 
Keep, Mr. Mulligrub, here js a pardon come 


down for you. | 
Now, rogue, I think 


Mull. Heaven be thanked, 
I have you upon the hip, Rs 
True. Come, Mulligtub, this good news mould“ 
ſtop all reſentment. It wou'd be pity-to hang the 
poor fellow. Confider, he was born a gentleman, 


and his diſhoneſty was partly owing to your kna- 
very; whilſt you unjuſtly kept his eftate from him, 


1 
++ 4 


kad * - 


the fellow muft eat ſoit how or other. 
Mull. Well, I wow't proſecute the rogue 

though he will certainly be hang'd at laft. 
Brain. I thank you, Sir, but IM mike you a . 
falſe prophet, if poſſible. Deſperate diſeaſes muſt ' 
have deſperate cures ; LI e'en marty, and fee if 

that will ſave me from the gallows. 
Mall. Say you fo ; why then to turn you honeſt, 
and make you amends for the iguffice I have done 
you, I'll give you my daughter for a wiſe, 2 a 
to 


* 


compound with the knave, or he'Il rob we of as 
much as her fortune comes toy und 1 all 
girl to keep fill, ]]. 
Brain. What, lovely 'Naiicy ! a delicious girly 
and kiſſes luſciouſly ; I acctpt your 'p al, Si 
Mull. Then here's the mortgage bf thy eltate 7 
bind the bargan. IM desde off trade, and Fer thee 
up in my houſe t thy reputation is yood endpgh for 
a vintner; if ot, I' get ther thoſe's commipn- - 
council-man ; arid whit you 'bive hee got Tate 
the herd, your formetroguery will fon _ _ 
| Da Redper 399% OG 
f 7 3s 
Keep. Sir, the mee 2 * 


mad any thing, 1 defire ne may pay my | 

wif, . *£ | * 8 148 2 
Brain. e.. „„ oF 12th 
M. . Here, ct, are the writihgs of thit rogue 


Brainwotm's eftate, who Ha: brouglit til to- 
untimely end; dear ieee ke care of 
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Heard. Com, dae take 
nase, ; | 
161946 n * 1h 
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